LOVE OP FLOWERS

I think I get more fond of flowers every year.
The grounds are now at that high stage of beauty
in which they will stay for the next two months.
The buckeyes are in bloom, the pink dogwood,
and the fragrant lilacs, which are almost the love-
liest of the bushes; and then the flowers, including
the lily-of-the-valley.

I am dictating in the office. Archie is out by
the sandbox playing with the hose. The playing
consists in brandishing it around his head and
trying to escape the falling water. He escapes
about twice out of three times and must now be a
perfect drowned rat. (I have just had him in to
look at him and he is even more of a drowned rat
than I supposed. He has gone out to complete
his shower bath under strict promise that imme-
diately afterwards he will go in and chaiige his
clothes.)

Quentin is the funniest mite you ever saw and
certainly a very original little fellow. He left at
Mademoiselle's plate yesterday a large bunch of
flowers with the inscription that they were from
the fairies to her to reward her for taking care of
"two good, good boys." Ethel is a dear.
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